





































	 During	my	 last	 trip	 to	 the	hair	 salon	 I	asked	 for	a	peach	ombre	dye	 job.	 	The	
fade	of	soft	pinky-orange	to	creamy	yellow-white	transports	me	to	elementary	school,	
sitting	on	a	grassy	field	while	eating	an	orange	sherbet	and	vanilla	swirled	ice-cream	








Riley	 states,	 “My	mother	made	a	habit	of	 looking,	 and	she	 taught	me	 to	 look.	 	 She	
would	always	point	 things	out:	 the	 colors	of	 shadows,	 the	way	water	moves,	how	
changes	 in	 the	shape	of	a	cloud	are	responsible	 for	different	colors	 in	 the	sea,	 the	
dapples	and	reflections	that	come	up	from	pools	inside	caves.		All	beautiful	things.		It	
was	 a	 constant	 pleasure	 just	 to	 look”	 (Cooke	 147).	 	 Inspired	 by	 the	 valleys,	
coastlines,	 and	 changing	 landscape	 of	 her	 childhood,	 Riley	 uses	 illusions	 of	 space,	







pink	 glow	 of	 the	 TV	 out	 of	 the	 corner	 of	 her	 eye	 and	 walked	 over	 to	 see	 Marge	
Simpson	standing	in	a	brilliantly	colored	room,	illustrated	with	four	different	shades	





Celia	 Birtwell,	 her	 shirt	 unbuttoned	 to	 reveal	 lacy	 lingerie,	 standing	 in	 front	 of	
celebrity	 icons	 like	 Elvis	 and	 a	 portrait	 of	 David	 Hockney	 (Tate.org.uk,	 “Pauline	
Boty).	The	celebrity	 images,	seemingly	tacked	or	collaged	to	the	wall	behind	Celia,	
are	 reminiscent	 of	 a	 teenage	 girl’s	 bedroom.	 	 Like	Heilmann	and	Boty,	 I	 use	 color	
and	imagery	drawn	from	pop	culture—possibly	pulling	from	fashion,	magazines,	or	










	 Helen	 Molesworth	 writes	 that	 Mary	 Heilmann	 returned	 to	 Color	 Field	
painting	 “but	 she	 was	 to	 do	 so	 with	 enormous	 irony,	 deploying	 the	 colors	 of	
contemporary	Technicolor	cinema	and	commodity	marketing	as	opposed	to	colors	
with	putatively	transcendental	meaning.		And	yet,	while	Heilmann’s	colors	may	have	
been	 chosen	 tongue	 in	 cheek,	 she	 appeared	 radically	 interested	 in	 the	 very	
embodied	feeling	(specifically	the	spatial	wetness	of	the	tongue	pressed	against	the	
inside	 of	 one’s	 cheek)	 of	 how	 color	 is	 always	 already	 coded—with	 culture,	 with	






	 On	 a	 hot,	 humid,	 sweaty	 day	 in	 August	 I	 participated	 in	 a	 photo-shoot	 for	 a	
friend,	 modeling	 a	 line	 of	 her	 designs	 for	 an	 upcoming	 look	 book.	 	 I	 remember	 the	
moment	my	 friend	Sophie	 tried	on	a	bright	pink	dress	 for	 the	camera,	and	 the	dress	
and	 her	 red	 hair	 seemed	 to	 vibrate	 wildly	 against	 the	 green	 screen	 background.		




	 Fashion	 photographer	 Miles	 Aldridge’s	 surreal	 photographic	 worlds	 are	
flooded	with	 acid-hued	 images	 and	 impossibly	 polished	women.	 	 Staged	 in	 banal	
settings	 like	bathrooms,	kitchens,	and	grocery	stores,	 the	saturated,	candy-colored	
photographs	are	so	overdone	and	hyper-real	 they	take	on	a	sinister	quality.	 	 I	 like	
for	my	work	to	straddle	a	line	between	familiarity	and	good	taste	and	being	slightly	
garish	 and	 sulfuric,	 like	 the	 bad	 taste	 in	 your	 mouth	 after	 eating	 too	 much	 sour	






	 In	 an	 advertisement	 for	 her	 song	 Teenage	 Dream,	 pop	 singer	 Katy	 Perry	
appears	clad	 in	a	multicolored	 latex	bikini,	 standing	 in	a	dark	room	eerily	 lit	with	
digital	blue	light.			Like	her	blithe	and	vacant	lyrics,	Perry	comes	across	saccharine,	
gaudy,	 and	 plastic.	 	 Perry	 has	 masterfully	 manufactured	 her	 own	 image	 into	 a	
blown-up	and	cartoonish	simulation	of	 femininity	and	sexuality,	 to	 such	an	extent	
that	 she	 seems	 partly	 in	 on	 the	 joke.	 	 I	 want	 my	 paintings	 to	 be	 as	 syrupy	 and	













A painting with shoulder pads? 
 
  -Studio note, October 13, 2015 
 
 
	 Through	 stuffing,	 gluing,	 tugging,	 and	 pushing	 canvas	 against	 stretched	
canvas	I	try	to	capture	the	gesture	of	a	skirt	electrically	sticking	to	tights,	billowing	
out	in	places	and,	in	others,	awkwardly	hugging	and	revealing	the	body	underneath,	
or	 a	 taut,	 wet	 swimsuit	 filling	 with	 water	 and	 air,	 or	 bubbling	 linoleum	 tile	 in	 a	
bathroom	that	has	been	 flooded	with	water,	or	struggling	 into	 too-tight	pants	 in	a	

















lumpy,	 and	 brown,	 the	 piece	 simulates	 raisin	 bread	 flawlessly,	 the	 coziness	 and	
pleasure	 of	warm	 cinnamon	 and	 butter	 and	 the	 texture	 of	 raisins.	 And	 yet	 it	 also	
simultaneously	becomes	a	body:	slices	falling	from	the	remainder	of	the	loaf	imply	





of	 unwelcome	 advances.	 	 The	 familiarity	 of	 being	 too	 close	 to	 another	 body,	 a	











Pillowcases with the indent of a head 
 







	 Frank	 Stella’s	 Black	 Paintings	 (1958-1960)	 utilized	 stripes	 as	 a	 structural	










	 In	Men	Explain	Things	to	Me,	Rebecca	Solnit	writes,	 “Mystery	 is	 the	capacity	
of	 something	 to	keep	becoming,	 to	go	beyond,	 to	be	uncircumscribable,	 to	contain	
more”	 (Solnit	 93).	 	 Oscillating	 between	 being	 art	 objects	 and	 masquerading	 as	
everyday	objects,	my	work	is	at	once	a	painting	and	a	pair	of	pants,	or	a	pillowcase,	
couch	cushion,	or	 tile	 floor;	 they	are	unresolved,	defying	easy	categorization.	 	 It	 is	
this	 ambiguous,	 indeterminate	 space	 of	 painting	 that	 intrigues	me.	 	 Although	 it	 is	





Like a murphy bed 
Like a body bending 
The gesture of putting your head down 
 
  -Studio note, January 6, 2016 
	
	




Although	 they	 seem	 mirror-like,	 reflecting	 human	 actions,	 the	 paintings	 are	
awkward,	stiff,	and	stuck.		
	
	 I	 question	 how	 pattern	 or	 the	 surface	 quality	 of	 paint	 might	 interrupt	 or	





of	 the	 form	 might	 serve	 as	 a	 visual	 or	 psychological	 interruption.	 	 Finally,	 the	




Bath mats at Bed Bath & Beyond 
Shaped to fit around toilet 
How to make carpet texture in paint? 
Looks like a cartoon tooth. 
	











or	 the	 pictorial	 space	 that’s	 created	 through	 color	 and	 line	 and	 a	 sense	 of	






sunken	 into	 the	bed,	her	 legs	and	 torso	 shrouded	by	 layers	of	pale	beige	blankets.	 	 I	
hold	her	hand;	feel	my	skin	against	her	skin,	crepey,	so	thin	its	almost	transparent,	and	
dotted	with	deep	bluish	black	bruises	just	under	the	surface.		Although	she’s	been	in	the	






	 For	 the	 1969	 exhibition	 “Dusseldorfer	 Szene”	 Blinky	 Palermo	 submitted	
sketches	 of	 two	 potential	 proposals.	 	 One	 sketch,	 titled	 “6	 Windows	 Pointing	
inward”	depicted	crayon	wall	drawings	of	 six	 square	grids	 lining	 the	gallery	walls	
that	resembled	windows	in	a	long	hall	(Kuper	71).	Playing	on	the	Renaissance	belief	
that	a	painting	acts	a	window	to	another	world,	Palermo’s	window	drawings	instead	
pointed	 inward,	 “returning	 the	 viewers	 attention	 to	 the	 room	 in	which	 he	 or	 she	
stood	as	well	as	to	the	viewers	themselves	and	to	the	moment	of	perception”	(Kuper	






the	 show	 to	 hang	 works	 at	 various	 heights,	 I	 learned	 how	 the	 placement	 of	 my	
paintings	 in	 space	 and	 relative	 to	 each	 other	 could	 make	 the	 relationship	 of	 the	











from	 the	 afternoon	 heat,	 imprinting	 fragments	 of	 text	 and	 images	 onto	 my	 skin.		
Ridges	 form	on	the	back	of	my	 legs,	mirroring	the	pattern	of	 the	plastic	strips	 lining	
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